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	1. -

Hi. I've decided to try a SYOC! I'd like people to submit characters via pm for an original story line that I write. I'll give context and details, as well as a character description format below.

* * *

><p>Several decades into the future, there is an illusion of world peace. Leaders have made an international alliance with each other and physical war has stopped. However, some extremists have taken the "perfect word" ideal too far. A faction of these people have broken off from the government, calling themselves <em>The Elite.<em> The Elite have begun cleaning up cities, ridding the streets of homeless, clearing out jails, making life seem better. Only a few understand what they're doing, and they've been paid generously to look the other way. The majority of the population enjoy their lives of luxury. There is no crime, nothing to interrupt their peaceful lives. Only a few wonder:

Where do those who disappeared go?

The Elite have been snatching the lower class, gradually bettering the lives of those up top. The abducted have been placed in concentration camps in great numbers. The Elite calls the camps "Gatherings." However, The Elite are not stupid. They have sectioned off children, young adults, and pregnant women into one large camp. Everyone over the age of 25 and not with child was sent to one of ten camps located all over the country, each in a popular industrial or agricultural area. The conditions are horrible for all who are interned. The young people have been sent to camp Cor Novum, a boot camp to sift through children and young adults to test their usefulness. Those who survive the tests will be rewarded with positions working for The Elite. Failure means death.

Thank you for being interested and I'm excited to work with you! First, there are a few things I'd like to say:

Multiple character entries are accepted and encouraged. However, I can't promise that your character will be put in or survive the entire story.

Along the same lines, if your character is put in, I can't guarantee survival because it takes a certain type of hardiness to survive the plot.

No perfect characters, please. Again, the story is going to be realistic.

I'd like some diversity, but please consider facts like there are statistically more straight people than gay people, and only a small percentage of the population has green eyes. Not every single person is attractive. Not every single person is well-liked, or athletic. Antagonists and aggravators are perfectly acceptable within the camp.

Please review every chapter if your character is in it. I'd like constructive criticism and your opinions. Please tell me: Is your character getting enough time in the story? Would you like a plot twist? etc. Also, if any errors in spelling or grammar are found, please let me know.

The story begins with one base character. More and more are added gradually.

I'm looking for characters interned in the camp, but also guards, instructors, disciplinarians. Submitted characters of The Elite will spice the story up. I may ask for certain types of submissions later on, if anyone's up for it.

Character Creation:

Full Name:

Nicknames: (Either current or names you would like them to develop.)

Age: (Between 6 and 25, please. If your character is one of the aforementioned pregnant women over the age of 25, please note that.)

Sex:

Ethnicity:

Weight/Build:

Height:

Skin tone:

Hair color / preferred style:

Eye color:

Appearance: (Be descriptive, please!)

Three prominent traits: (ex. humble, daring, loud)

Personality: (Elaborate on the above! Please provide reasons, be it the characters past or just how they are. What do they like? What do they dislike? What type of person would they get along with? How would they react under stress? Are they happy? Sad? An optimist? Answering just a few of these questions will give me a good idea of how they will interact with other characters and authority figures.)

Past: (Why were they taken by The Elite? Is there anything they want to hide?)

Family: (List important members, bonds, and if they are dead or alive.)

Strengths: (Personality wise: ex. calm-headed, fearless.)

Weaknesses: (Fatal flaws, like loyalty to a fault, too ambitious, or weaknesses of character, like the tendency to lie or gamble.)

Fears:

Which category would your character do best in - Physical or Intellectual?

Other: (Details such as introvert/extrovert, clumsy/coordinated, is s/he driven? Anxious? Little tidbits that would make them more dynamic.)

I'm very excited about this, so thank you for working with me!


	2. I

Blace tugged her patched coat tighter around her shoulders, finally on her way home. That day hadn't been the best of days. She had woken up to a dark sky and dreary, drizzling rain. Maizie was especially crotchety that morning, practically kicking her out into the rain to "collect their income." Maizie was too old to move around much, so she stayed in their small hovel in Crassus while Blace trudged into Tribus to canvass for coin.

Blace had started her trek off well enough until she heard shrieking coming from one of the cobbled together houses in one of the tent towns. She tucked her head and hurried on her way. It had rattled her. After the shrieking stopped abruptly, she had heard a vehicle driving away. On top of the freaky experience, Blace had had an unsuccessful day in Tribus, taking in less than half of what she made on a daily basis. It was on her way home again that the wind started to pick up.

"Damned weather," she muttered as she plodded downhill towards her hovel. Maizie would be waiting, probably with something warm to make up for her grouchiness. Despite her mood swings, Maizie was a sweet old lady. She was like Blace's grandmother. Maizie was always correcting her, always replying with an even sassier remark when Blace had the audacity to back talk. Maizie had been the one to take Blace in after her incident. Blace lost herself for a few moments, fantasizing about a fresh, warm meal. Those moments cost her.

If she had been paying attention, she would have noticed the quiet sound of footsteps failing to match hers. She would have noticed the man standing at the corner, staring at her hungrily. She would have heard the low rumble of an engine in the distance. However, she was unaware.

Arms locked around Blace in an iron grip just as she was imagining her first bite of bread. She screeched and instinctively and pushed backwards. Her head connected with cartilage and the surge of kinetic energy pushed her assaulter of balance. He quickly overpowered her, though, because he was much stronger than she, a scrawny fifteen-year old. The man on the street corner sauntered over, his gaze raking her up and down.

"Pretty little thing, aren't yeh?" He chuckled.

Blace said nothing, letting the loathing in her eyes do all the talking.

"Feisty too, eh?" The man nodded at his partner. Blace could feel sticky blood seeping into her hair from the broken nose she gave her attacker.

Blace worked up a wad of saliva in her mouth and spat at him. She silently cheered for herself as he wiped it from his cheek with disgust and instantly regretted it. The look in his eyes terrified her. Her captor squeezed her tighter.

The man's eyes glowed dangerously. "You're damned lucky, girly. They asked for you alive, unhurt, undamaged." He spat on the ground.

Blace was scared now. Not just of the two men, but of her entire situation. "Who?" She croaked.

The man smiled crookedly. "Gag her."

Her captor kept one arm tightly around her waist to keep her from escaping. Blace tried bashing his nose again, but he had learned. He kept his face well out the way and endured her kicking and thrashing until he could properly tie her hands together. They were bound tightly against her back and immediately began to chafe. He stuffed a rag in her mouth and picked her up like a rag doll, tossing her into a van waiting around the corner. He roughly tied her ankles together and left her trussed up like a hog on the floor of the van. The doors shut with a loud thump of finality.


	3. II

Ms. Hodge eyed Phineas as he trudged slowly up the center aisle of the classroom to the front of the board. She watched hawkishly as he took the SmartStick and flicked it over the board to write the answer. He really was a bright boy. She didn't know why he tried so hard to come across as average.

Phineas absolutely _hated _when Ms. Hodge singled him out. The old crow called on him for all the complicated questions and gave all the other students easy questions. He finished writing and was high tailing it back to his seat when-

"Phineas."

"Yes, ma'am?" Phineas didn't even try to make a pleasant face as he turn back around to face his teacher.

"Read it for us, please."

"Yes, ma'am." Phineas returned to the board, on his very last nerve. He spoke through clenched teeth. "In the early 2100s, we were on the brink of a fourth world war. International relations and political ploys threatened to destroy Earth's economy. If not for The Elite, we would have been plunged into a devastating war that could have potentially used up most of the Earth's natural resources. The Elite served as third party ambassadors who supervised alliances and formed relations between countries. They prevented the worst possible outcome and have achieved world peace." Phineas stared Ms. Hodge down, daring her to to ask him for more.

"Thank you, Phineas."

"Man, Phin, she really dug you hard this time." Phineas' friend, Jodie bopped alongside him in the crowded hall. Jodie was a short, plump girl with ashy blonde hair and a round face. She was one of Phineas' only friends.

"Yeah, tell me about it. I hate history." Phineas created a path for them in the sea of student dressed in white. At 6'6, he towered over most students his age. Jodie fell into step behind him as he pushed his way towards math.

Phineas and Jodie lived in Avarus, just outside of Potens and went to school at Alexandra Orlov Secondary School. The grand city of Opulenti was divided into three rings around the center. Avarus was the innermost ring, fully encircling Potens. Potens was where The Elite governor and his politicians lived. Almost no one went in there. Avarus was where the upper class lived, like Phineas and Jodie. It was also the largest ring of the city. Surrounding Avarus was Tribus, where the working class and small business owners lived. The outer ring of the city was called Crassus. No one but the worst of the worst lived there. Prisoners, vagrants, whores, dealers; all of them escaped the law in Crassus.

At last, Phineas and Jodie arrived at their math class. Math was Phineas's favorite subject. Numbers and graphs made sense to him. Phineas liked it when everything clicked and made sense. Alas, he had already taught that day's lesson to himself.

God, he hated school. It was all pointless and boring to him. Why make him learn things that didn't interest him? Phineas didn't just dislike the needlessness of school, he hated the whole aura. The pristine marble building felt like a prison. The perfectly manicured lawn felt like a farce. All the students in their perfectly pressed, clean, white uniforms that were custom fit. He couldn't stand the lack of freedom. He wasn't even given the option to pick his own classes. They were chosen for him based on an aptitude test every student took at the end of each year. They were placed in what they were good at, not what they were interested in.

Math flew by and soon Phineas and Jodie were walking home.

"There've been more missing person reports from Crassus coming in."

Phineas rolled his eyes, "More snooping through your mother's reports, Jo?"

Jodie shrugged. "Only the interesting ones."

"I would think _every _report that came to Opulenti's chief of police would be interesting."

"You'd be surprised. Well, here's my stop. See you tomorrow, Phin." Jodie broke off and headed up the walkway to her house. Phineas liked Jodie's house. It was so different from his own. Jodie's house resembled a hobbit hole from one of the classics, _Lord of the Rings_. The series had since been heavily antiquated, but Phineas liked the sense of timelessness. It was so different from his own dwelling: a sweeping, upright, victorian house. His house was white, clean, cold and tidy compared to Jodie's, which was cozy and warm and went down instead of up. Phineas sighed, his long legs carrying him into his own walkway in minutes.

Phineas' mother greeted him at the door, something she'd never done before. Phineas' mother was a thin, clean cut woman who never had a stray hair out of place. Today, her makeup was uneven and her clothes didn't match the season. He knew immediately that something was wrong.

"Welcome home, Darling. We have guests tonight."


End file.
